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I AILLEURS 


IN HIDING 


Under the bed one sleeps more coolly, communion of dust- 
laden galaxies, and it is ours alone, dark circle of 
sleep the evangel 

I have sealed the bottle cap tightly and nonetheless it still 
has flown -- the bottle fly, so blue over the river 
where in spring floods they took me to the 
boathouse, starlings came to find us, exhibiting their 
tails, their eyes like green crystals deep in the water 


The house itself was of whitewashed stone and one round 
oak tree, later we sat in the circle of shade that it 
cast like a mill wheel on the turning ground, 
drinking small cups of tea 

Mint tea of the desert -- sweet as love, bitter as death -- this 
is what we were told, and yet we did not know what 
it was we were drinking 


THROUGH THE TREES 


On the second night after the rain the porch was deserted 
the house was empty the trees outside were waiting 
and the others had disembarked, we found them 
searching for water with stones in the pockets of 
their rain coats 

In the hallway too the cat had left its footprints in the cool 
night mist that clung to the third layer of everything 


In the fire the shapes of whole continents fled upward torn 
away discarded and sand grains sped up into the 
chimney, a rope of sparks was being braided to drag 
the night up by its hair 

The wood grain shone in the logs inside the fire and the tree 
rings appeared in the room spreading outward like 
ripples on a pond, and the fireplace was a stone that 
someone had dropped into it, throwing off fractals 
of light and shadow 


Catch them, we thought and waded into the tree itself, our 
forms growing into each other in the confusion of 
rain falling down through the starlight of the 
stiffening wood, the smoke streaming, wrapping us 
up, and we were rising, not burning, growing 
upward into the darkness 


AWAY 


Blue estuary of her scarf in the dim bar then honeycombed 
light of the loud horizon and later the marked 
adornments of night, these streetlights where the 
waves of leaves broke upon the trees’ shore, 
crashing still in the silence of the wind surf 

And again you my double, and we have been here both 
before, the smoke of time lingered as we floated on 
papyrus rafts, this is where the evil came to us, as 
we were dreaming upside down near the starlit 
window 


Crawl under the covers with me now, communion of soft 
adhesions, our mooring lines are fastened, are let go 

Under the tented night there is much closed-in breathing 
somewhat like a petting zoo, and we find whole 
changes of clothes laid out, dragging them on in our 
excitement, like lighter fluid 


We find the smooth and the rough stones from the river 
bed, cool and damp with the black mud ringing 
them, and the isinglass feathers of a fossil fern, and 
the owl’s green stare, Everything is so improbable 
isn’t it? so unaccountable 


Where are the provisions we had laid aside, where is the 
dark dispensary with its lucid drugs, and yet I have 
a presentiment already of orange and lemon peel 
burnt together with nutmeg and cinnamon, of 
braziers smoking with teakwood charcoal, and of 
the silted river far away walked over by sunset and 
sunrise, perfumes of evening and of night and 


morning are gathering around us, of the seasons of 
the land, of damp marshes and of the cool sand 
dunes 


For our tent is already like a raft of sails in the night, whose 
mast rises up into a compass that is the zodiac 
itself, and we are sailing far into some other ocean 
now, which must have other signs and other stars 


LIGHT OF EARTH 


The rain is plies we walk through that are also doors 
swinging open in the gray wind that fills the spaces 
between the trees, dark trees with wet bark that 
grow bluish from the overturned ground, and the 
lips of the earth seem ready now 

The sun though shrunk to the size of a dime is the color of a 
small violet, there are no clouds, the horizon is very 
deep, the light is pomegranate, the moon is 
delicately veined and sits balanced on the edge of 
the mountain 


Moving closer you see the precipice drop away, there are 
small people so far down in the darkness of the 
canyon, and the sounds are mixed softly by the 
current’s braiding waves and lights 


A huge rake set on end reaches miles into the air with metal 
equipment fastened to its tines and then there are 
wires leading us to elsewhere, and still the sheets of 
rain fold on fold, each with its special light, a brief 
flash like a form of identification -- blue, marine, 
goldenrod, a shimmer of iodine, the numinous mist 
so green, things seen before, not seen 


And there is rain through the busy street yet the street is 
still empty the people asking, Where? the grove of 
trees we had almost forgotten letting down its white 
leaves of paper, its soft air 


Once there were roots in the soil the mossy ground or sand 
the color of amber, green grass there was too, black 
wet roots in the earth oiled looking, the wind around 
us the rain still, yet though we've been here for the 
longest time, still no one dares to go anywhere 


OPHELIA 


Earth horizon, ancient, a mouth sucking the sun nipple, a 
wide mouth blowing the sun candle out, a jaw 
setting its teeth around the light, iron frame cracked 
in four pieces and buried in the sky, rising through 
the constellations into space and time, appearing as 
green forests, as amber steppes, as meadows 
streaming with horses, as fields of barley, rye, and 
wheat 


Sun tablet dropped into the glass of evening, and then the 
effervescence of small stars, earth horizon, no 
longer ancient, twisted matchbook of skylines 
palely ignited at morning, sun match set down into 
the river oil, igniting it, and the barges are small 
stones that are living things there 


There was a hand in the river, its fingers in the water made 
branches ferns bundles of green hay, made orange 
trees olive trees green and black and bright lemons, 
made tangled jasmine and white honeysuckle green 
burdock and ragged goldenrod and the laces of 
queen Anne, made gladiolas hollyhocks streaming 
magenta indigo and crimson made golden secretive 
walkers through the currents, the shallow and the 
deep 


And in the river the candelabrum of golden hair, a yellow 
of plaited light, as gold as wax droplets sweated 
down the candle’s side -- and they are there, the 
apparent ones, the light hollows, the fire embers in 
the burning glass, like tree limbs sweated out from 
the light’s storms, droplets of fire squeezed from the 


light’s rag, the burning drops of wax, sealing up the 
eyes in the sands of her abdomen, pebbles dropped 
into the still pond of her chest, ripples of mercury 
shivering through her bleeding reflections, and now 
I know her, now, it is now that I know her, and as 
though for the first time, Ophelia 

Only now is she finally disrobed, only now is this singular 
action revealed, space peeled away from space, time 
washed away from time, as rain is washed by rain 
itself down the gravestone of a window 


CHANCE MEETING 


The Tarot deck shows strange in the early morning as we 
sit there on the floor of her little room, she had picked 
me up at the bar, we were the only two there and she 
simply started talking, her crimson silk dress to her 
ankles, and the music came on, it was the old song, 
Angel Eyes 


Outside the autumn leaves were falling catching the steel 
needle shrapnel of late afternoon light, inside it poked 
shotgun barrels and long compass legs through the 
half lowered bamboo curtain 


An old drunk bronzed in glare his glasses blanked with 
radiance, his empty beer glass foam-streaked glowing 
like some ancient electrical experiment, beaker of 
dusty light, a piece of crystallized jet contrail, he tips 
it slightly for the bar girl to take, a tiny gesture the 
rest of him does not move at all 


I have a book with me, and you notice it, Philosophy, you 
say and you touch my sleeve, hey, you say, and then 
you order more bourbon 


Drunkenness is a different thing at different times, it might 
not be so bad if you didn’t say anything, but then 
you do, you want to have a "relationship" with me, 
right now, you want to show me your room right 
now 


And so you bring me home with you, it is not a nice place, I 
was curious about that point but no there is no trust 


fund here at all, bathroom outside around the corner 
through the large restaurant-like communal kitchen 
not too dirty 


Inside your room -- thin walls of plywood paneling, high 
ceiling, a sagging couch along one side, indoor 
outdoor carpet on the floor 


You climb crooked wooden slats up to a sort of attic where 
your bed is a mattress on bare floorboards, you do 
this to show me how nice it is and then come back 
down 


It has taken me a while to realize that you’re mentally ill, 
you show me art that you made, pathetic squares of 
paper with paint dabbed on them, I try to feign 
interest, your questioning angelic smile never leaves 
you though it fades a bit, something behind your 
eyes goes elsewhere, Where? 

Then you take out a half empty fifth of bourbon from 
beneath the couch, drinking, lying there, your bare 
feet in my lap, Do you know the Tarot? you ask 


MORNING AFTER 


Bath water subsided down the sky’s ring, hills like brown- 
gray rabbits hunched in the cold, green copper trees 
and black fields eaten away by the acid light, the 
fine webbing of stars was broken through, and light 
stung the side of the earth’s face 


On the main roads and on the small overshadowed side 
roads the signs shine more clearly than ever, they 
were glazed with hoar frost that gave them a kind of 
sugar coating or else a kind of goose flesh 

The new fair’s opening was like the opening up of a 
wound, there was a pained exertion and then a 
screaming, and yet it was an old wound that was 
being drained and cleaned, just like any birth 


Voices rose in the public square, the nights of insomnia 
were cut with razors and heads were left hanging 
from ropes, these were on every balcony, 
professional women in black habits and in dark 
blue ones gazed into the depths of the alleys, a 
professor was bringing styrettes of morphine, a dog 
urinated onto the side of a garage in which a 
homeless alcoholic was sleeping 

The methedrine party of the undergraduates had concluded 
and the girls had gone off to do ritual ablutions, one 
of the nuns was raped by the frisky adolescents who 
hung her bra and panties on an electrified fence, the 
janitor had to remove them later with great caution 


MARKED DECK OF TIME 


Black artery exposed of a leather necklace, topaz eyes as 


bright as drops of Brazilian coffee, and her thick 
brown hair full of perfumed and allusive gestures, 
here where the light is cut through with shadows, 
here where they fall from a doorway or from a 
lamp, breaking the space around her into a 
geometrical pattern of memory, desire, and dream 


And she comes forth from it all as though from a tiny door 


in your past, bearing an acorn and a sprig of oak 
leaves in her open hands 


The lights from the highway have eaten her face partly 


away so that it is vague and distended, expanding 
like a smoke ring through the room 


The two of us have come to these crossroads before, the 


iodine of sunset painted us, the darkness erased all 
our features except our eyes, which opened outward 
and outward, like ripples on a pond, like the rings 
of a tree, until we saw the total clarity of noon deep 
in the rain-soaked heart of night 


The ash of the dusty street is like newsprint on our 


fingertips, and we are standing here, deep in the 
humming shower of hawthorn light pouring down 
from the streetlamp, lost in the marked deck of time 


Il MEMOIRS 


MORNING LIGHT PIECE 


Morning: the windows with their shapes of snow and light. 
Yellow curtains cast shadows on the walls. 
Brimming of light fills the room’s ceiling, a tide 
reaching down the white walls. 


And there are bluish shadows in the comers of the windows 
where the snow has piled itself in ragged triangles, 
each with the shape of a rising graph. 


I get up and close the curtains and draw the darker shades. 
The room seems quieter now. How loud the light 
must have been. 


Yet bright threads sprout like cat whiskers the from edges 
of the drapes' scalloped shadow, light spokes reach 
crookedly along the ceiling with filaments veining 
down from them. 


Lily pads of light are floating in the ceiling there, pleats and 
membranes of the curtains glowing and awash, and 
more light spills over the sluice of the window. 


AN EARLY MEMORY OF WINTER 


Blue of the winter sky: you are late to school and no one is 
around. Cold white sun, and your breath goes up 
into an empty light. The air is clear and very cold. 


There are no birds. The trees are stark and eerie in the 
empty street. The red fire hydrant here, and the blue 
license plate there. Light flashes on the aluminum 
edges of the roofs. 


The earth is armored: there are plates of ice and scales of 
muddy frozen water along the sandy street. The 
ground is so hard, if you stamp your feet, you only 
jar your own teeth. 


Why do you want to take your gloves off? It’s too cold! 


And yet you pick up a handful of snow. In your grasp it 
shrinks, yet your hand, throbbing, seems to expand. 
It hurts to hold it, and your palm is growing numb, 
yet your fingers still pulse inside the little ball, the 
heart of snow. 


THE LOST ONE 


You who had wandered from my dream to walk out into 
flakes of falling snow, parting the curtains, the veils 
and white filmy bars, passing between them, 
slipping through, then gone 


You who have slipped out of my dream -- is it just one of 
you? or two? or three? 


When I half wake, the shadows around my bed hand me a 
black leaf with a name scratched in it, Whose? 


Three times the dream has come, the ice has melted from 
the sheets meanwhile, the brook is flowing once 
again, so green and bright, the grassy cleft of 
dreams out of the mountain where it always hides, 
out of the spell of snow 


Three times and still my final thought returns, and yet I 
have no final thought, a sheaf of wheat is set across 
my bedside stand, a book, a candle in a jar 


When deep snow weights the rafters of the night, I open the 
book wide in the yellow lamp, although its pages 
now are all charred black 


The candle is burning and a wind is shivering the rising 
flame, stretching it up so taut that it winnows, one 
by one, white grains of wax from out of it, and in 
the glass world somewhere then, I see your half- 
closed eyes 


PASSAGEWAY 


It is fire where only smoke wants to be, yet it is fire; 
the risen shape of light, rising still, a white 
droplet drawn upward. The candle flame 
floats above the collapsing chimney of a 
wick, like a dolphin leaping up, suspended 
above the water. 


Deep in the crystal bell of the glass the ringing 
continues, yet memory drowns in 
light. 


Light reaches out to capture the dark room; 
darkness struggles and will not hold still. I 
witness the battle of walls and of ceilings, 
the tremor of space. 


Yet still in the glass -- at the center? at an edge? 
where and how deeply inside? -- an opal 
passageway glimmers, searingly open and 
blindingly shut. 


WHAT LIVING PAGE? 


Night, and the rubble of forests harbors a dim 
bracelet of embers in the grated page, locked 
amid simmering silence. A poker, and fresh 


wood -- then smoldering wing beats of the 
drafty fire once again. 


The key of a glowing ember guides me, the 
syllables of ash lead me apart from the 
realms of faces and voices, there where the 


desert lies behind me resonant with light, 
watched by its lord the scorpion. 


Bright pyramid illusion, haloed now and with your 


mouth of blackened stone, what living page 
is offered to your fire? 


SPLENDOR 


Your blond hair white as wheat and burning at the 
bottom of the stream, gold sand of the water’s 
hours opened in the falling of those other 
waves, unbraided, braiding up the printed tale 
of light. And yet so generous the hourglass of 
dreams. 


Falling around me now these few stiff weavings 
of the night, archaic leaves. The sifted sand 
fills moonlight with a new breastplate of gold. 


Your helmet of gold hair in memory completes 
the hollow figure, empty, streaming with the 
splendor of effacement. 


I SONNETS: JEANNE MARIE 


I remember you now after so long a time. I was 
thinking of you last night as I lay in bed unable to 
sleep, and it had been years. I want to set this 
thought down as it occurred to me, as though to 
make clear to you the strange feeling of that 
moment, when I suddenly realized that it was you 
there after all, as though vibrating somehow in the 
lamplight beside my bed, and in that astonished 
pause I thought of those other times, those days that 
could only be symbolized by looking far down the 
bridge’s mouth through the tunnel of the river and 
the shooting backward into the night where one 
small light lies far in the distance, days that I might 
see staring back at me from the river’s surface. And 
at those times, it is true, I thought mostly of the 
suffering that you caused and not so much of you as 
you were in yourself, if I ever knew what you were 
in yourself, apart from the charmed association of 
our brief and long relationship. Somewhere there 
are two voices. I think of you now in that time of 
early youth, Jeanne Marie. 


II 


Jeanne Marie, and I pronounce your name as the 
French would, since for me you are part of that 
border between two worlds, the one of the 
remembered but yet unknown, and the other of the 
known so well but yet still forgotten. The border is 
like a strip of baize green fabric down the page of 
an old book, and it is an ancient book, as ancient as 
the snows of the green fields in the winter time. 
And they are such long winters there. Then when 
ours had melted away, the long one of our non- 
existence, and we stepped forth out of the white 
floes as though from out of the white edges of an 
old snapshot, amazed at each other, how wonderful 
it was -- the purple blouse that you always wore, 
and your lace underneath, and then your breasts 
pressed against my hard chest, and we walked 
together down the wet cold streets that were flooded 
with the mercury streams poured out by the bright 
yellow suns, the two of them, skies and trees 
running in them, and fallen leaves in them, drawn 
down the edges of the street like a border around us. 


Ill 


The moon moved through the trees so that it had 
black branches in its face, and the leaves were red 
and brown in the light, a butane light, that the moon 
had around it, filmy, like a bright membrane, and 
the night was emerging from its netting of stars, 
cloud stains were wiped off the sky’s lens, and we 
looked up into it, seeing our reflections there, like 
the images upside down in a candle’s jar, the candle 
being the sun that we carried in a pail between us, 
your hand on the one side, my hand on the other. 
Looking down into the pail as we sometimes did, 
we saw the cold rain water of autumn, since that 
was the time of year, the bright end of the autumn 
with its wood smoke and fallen apples. And a few 
leaves floated in the pail. But though it looked like 
cold water and dead leaves, it was really the sun 
that we carried between us, as we walked out far 
into the northern night. Do you remember this at all, 
Jeanne Marie? 


IV 


What were we doing when we lay there in the dark 
that night at your sister’s house? Everyone else was 
gone, only we were there. A draughtsman’s 
compass was opened and two points were set on an 
unmarked piece of paper. This was my life, this was 
my memory, it was me you were drawing in the 
darkness with your eyes closed, your fabulous 
virtuosity. There was no candle lit in the room, but 
there were two candles lit. There was no sun in the 
sky, only the moon, but there was one sun in the 
dark room burning in the wall, its face was framed 
in the mirror, laughing. And at a certain point you 
rose up and walked toward it, stepping into the 
mirror as though into a pond, walking toward the 
sun that still smiled raggedly inside the waves. A 
webbing of ripples like cracks spread out from all 
around you like a vortex and into the room itself, as 
you waved to me from the center of your cracking 
portrait, as you smiled at me from somewhere near 
the sun, a smile that stayed in my eyes like an after 
image. 


Vv 


With you in a dark room, and I thought of picking 
berries when I was a child, blackberries out behind 
the house near the fence when it would be warm out 
and the sun would come streaming down hotly past 
the edge of brightly piled clouds and the berries, 
though very firm when they were unripe and 
rhubarb-colored, would be black then and soft and 
pebbly between thumb and finger, like the pebbled 
surface of a tongue that was alive there at my 
fingertips, touching me as I touched it. And some 
of them standing in a bright cut of sunshine were 
slightly warm and the juice was warm when it 
turned into a pulp on my tongue, and you gave me 
one and then the other pushing up with your chest 
and stretching back slightly, the way the canes 
would wave and flex in the breeze. 


VI 


Cherry soda emulsion of the red-lighted living 
room, and it was your sister’s house, blood tinted 
aquarium. Do you remember our games? How 
innocent they were and how ardent. There can be no 
comparison with any. Anyone else who reads these 
words can never know what it was, since youth is 
indescribable and love also is, and this was both. 
How tightly we sealed our mouths together, and 
though in future times, with others, those who came 
after you, kisses could be tormenting, in your case 
they were never that. How tightly your mouth was 
sealed onto mine, and you breathed into me steadily 
and fully, loudly one might almost say, and yet no 
one could hear. Only I could hear and only I could 
feel. Your breathing was the greatest thing I ever 
could have been given, because it was yout life, 
second by second becoming mine, it was the thing I 
wanted most, the thing I had, that I had to have, that 
I still have. 


VU 


The glass door in the sunlight is a partition that 
separates one infinite thing from another one, and 
yet can an infinite thing be called a thing, and does 
it exist in the way that the door itself does? Does it 
exist in any way? Of course, one still steps out into 
the light, and the light goes on and on ahead of you, 
with no end and no beginning. As you walk down 
the street, as you turn to look one way and then 
another, the light has always preceded you, and 
when you turn back it has preceded you again. It is 
a constant, and you are an event. In a sense you 
interrupt its continuity with your density and 
darkness. But this must not be held against you. 
Taking your shirt off, taking your silken things off, 
I discovered you, I bathed you in the light of that 
day long vanished. But there must be some sense in 
which that light itself is still present, somewhere, 
for it could not have been altered or affected in any 
way, and if it is still present somewhere, then there 
is a sense in which we may be there as well -- but 
where? -- having once set our two dark shapes 
within its kingdom, upon the surface of its glass, 
like two fingerprints. 


Vill 


How much I still love you, Jeanne Marie. Do you 
remember me at all? How long it has been since we 
have seen each other. The entire world is different 
now. How long since we have been adolescents 
together, in ancient times. Because it is so long ago, 
the thought of it suggests a special privacy between 
us, things we could speak of with each other that no 
one else in the world would know about. How 
strange it is, when you think of it. What are the one 
or two secrets that only you and I, of all human 
beings, know, that no one else will ever know, in all 
the future ages of the world? Did we know, at the 
time, that such an unfathomable thing was given to 
us? What is the connection between love and 
thought and secrecy? Will the days of our happiness 
ever come back, and yet how can they? I think of 
you over and over again now, and in every thing 
that is good in my life, that I have now or that I 
hope to in the future, I feel your presence, the 
irreplaceable gift of your beauty. I recall your face, 
I can almost hear your laughter once again, I can 
almost hear your voice. 


IX ANEW LIFE 


There are times when one’s life seems to start up all 
over again, as though flowing suddenly from a new 
source. Streets of a blue lead color, a circular moon 
-- luminous hex sign, a white stone with faint gray 
lichen on it, irradiated by a light whose source 
cannot be known. Seen from this distance, the 
breast of the moon has several small nipples. One 
must not try to drink from all of them at once. 


IV AUTOMATIC WOMAN 


You, with your hair full of angels, the sun up rising through 
them like blood in a syringe, you whose eyes are a 
steady chastisement to the thoughtful, whose waist 
has all the fervor of a wasp hovering in the sunlight 
outside the screen 


Woman with your mouth full of teeth and your teeth full of 
other mouths, with your tongue like an ant eater in 
the anthill of my throat 


With your eyelashes like the calligraphy of a hummingbird, 
with your shell-like comb, your peacock blue, your 
jade, your phosphorescent silk 


You with your diamonds fallen into that abyss between 
your fingers, where the skin of my back was 
shredded into slivers of newsprint, you with your 
clitoris of ice melting on my tongue 


Do you remember our midsummer night with its copper 
moon, its dark corduroy of rustling beach trees? 
how it shone in wobbly diamond shapes on the 
blueberry water of the pond? 


Do you remember how it all came back in laughter risen 
from the depths of the river or fallen in dusty 
torrents through the champagne colored streetlight? 


Do you remember the silence in the house after that first 
time, and how the papier-maché possum in the 
moonlight crossed the dark street in front of us? 


II 


Your arms are full of lightning, electricity moves in your 
legs, who is that man they say, peer of the gods 


But throw us in the ditch by the road: ages and ages 
afterward, a tree will rise from our two skulls its 
roots from two pelvises, and my hair will be leaves 
once again. 


And yet even so I am not ready, and who would have 
thought this. I come back from my longest 
wandering, so many beds to sleep in over so long a 
road, my blood leaks out into the stream, crooked 
veins of moisture run down the glass, and yet it’s all 
water, even the glass, and even the pools of my 
eyes. 


Your mouth is a cavern I can never stop exploring, 
somewhere inside the space that your breath creates 
within me I will find something more amazing than 
Lascaux... 


Breaking my wheat with your scythe, my fruit with your 
hands, my blood with your --- 


Il LES BEAUX JOURS 


Mantis lover, with your huge green eyes, your skin of dry 
corn husks, your feathery dissecting fingers 


are you preying there kneeling before me? You peel back 
my skin and suck out the marrow. How it flows, 
pumping out and out into the sands, the hourglass of 
your throat. 


And now do you spit tobacco? 


Blow cloud after cloud of fragrant smoke into the apricot 
light, as you lie with your fur split open. 


The pit of the apricot, the half pit, gleams in the lacquering 
fire. Yes these are Les Beaux Jours. Terrible insect, 
how I will never forget you. 


And now voices approach us from out of the fire, even 
though the fire is dead. The television floats toward 
us in the dark like a chunk of blue ice. 


Here is the cord from the blinds. And yet what are those 
shapes, the dark ones, always standing near them? 


IV VISIT 


I walk to the edge of the lamplight and then pass out 
through the wall. 


The apricot woman is asleep somewhere in the night and I 
have to find her. 


I must find her to bring her back to the stack of paper I’m 
burning one page at a time, there in the corner of the 
cellar. 


The other ones wait to see where my shadow next will fall. 
They move away quickly when I approach. 


Then the open well in the yard tilts toward my gaze. Far at 
the bottom, the end of the earth waits listening. 


The willows are attempting to walk on all fours, the river is 
still, but the earth surges onward. 


The blond one steps forward from out of the bonfire’s 
pages, sand colored hair and sand colored eyes, 
nipples like rose medallions. 


And the shadows have come forward with her like a 
trembling shell. 


Everywhere about her, dawn pecks at the cracking 
darkness. 


When I bathe my face in the river, there is only the warmth 
of the fire on it, an invisible sunburn, as though 
from the moon. 


When I stand up it’s midday. The sun presses down on the 
top of my head as I walk back toward the house. 


The night has eaten your face away until only the candle 
inside your skull is visible. I open my two hands 
and the fire drips down, I open my mouth and my 
eyes, and yet the sting of your hot wax seals them 
shut again. 


Your light disappears in the tunnel. I call out and the 
echoes shake down leaves from the dark, but the 
leaves are made of burnt paper. I smear my breasts 
with their ashes, drawing your name on myself once 
again, erasing it to mere dirt or a birth mark once 
again. 


I draw the cobra from out of my side. It rises between my 
legs, the venom is leaked through my veins, the 
tourniquet twists at my heart. 


Scales with eyes in my skin, I crawl through the ripple of 
shadows, subtle music is alive in the ground, alive 


in my ribs. 


I open my hood, I open my thousand fans. 


VI 


CREATURES OF THE DESERT 


Your body in the firelight is covered with dark spaces 
where the fire has tried to erase you with its 
quivering rubbing motion. And likewise they say 
there are dark spots on the sun. 


Dipping my hand into the pool of your stomach I feel the 
sunlight rippling across pebbles and warm ribs of 
sand. 


I lower my face to the pool, drinking in the waves one after 
another. 


Then I walk away into the dark and return with more pieces 
of wood. 


The fire reaches higher into the night and there are 
rainbows here and there along the grain. 


Shadows like scorpions come forward from around the 
grate. The creatures of the desert are looking for 
water. 


VI 


DROWNING 


The black rain falls and wets the shrunken faces in the 
tree's bark. Eyes that watch and ears that listen are 
drowned out by the rain and the wind. 


Yet when we walk past they advise us which grave to 
choose for our ritual. Who is it speaking when you 
listen to those voices? And who is it listening? 


You take off your dress. Your stone white armpit above me 
in the copper moonlight, then your leg, and then 
both of your legs are over my face. 


Then you bend back further, and I bend back further too. 
We both roll around in the mud.The rain is so 
warm. I dip my head far under the grass, and we 
awaken the sleeping ants. 


The garter snake flows through my spine. A millipede runs 
up and down my tongue. I hear your laughter 
somewhere inside of me. 


The rain keeps on, but as though from a great distance. We 
both call out to each other that we’re drowning, and 
we reach out our hands through the dark. 


Vill 
CYNTHIA 
The old wallpaper flaps down strip after strip and the body 


steps forth from its petals and water stains. 


The moon shines in through the window. The broken pane 
is like pond ice cracking. 


And then she dips her face through to my depth here below. 


The moon stands fully before me, its green light shining 
into my eyes as I reach out for its streaming hair. 


The icy lace-work of the frozen tree has wrapped itself 
around both of my arms, there are braids of green 
ice and inside of them eyelids are opening. 


I see that the peacock’s head is buried deep under the 
ground, glowing in its blue light. The sounds from 


the other world blow into me like a steady wind. 


Her faces are multiplied in the darkness. The entrances and 
exits are opened and closed in rapid succession. 


Her mouth opens wider and wider and her legs are two 
torrents flowing on through the room. 


Afterward the two of us go out onto the lawn. We are like 
small figurines made of sugar. 


The earth seems so strange to us. Where shall we stay? we 


think. And we walk on toward the tree, which 
streams with the iodine of sunrise. 


IX 


APPROXIMATE IDYLL 


Sunset burns small holes through the dim newsprint of the 
twilight. 


The sun is a coal that we blow on ‘haah’, and the sparks fly 
up from the edges of the hill. They become the 
stars. 


Now you hold these two much dimmer coals in your hand. 
They are very cool by this point, it’s only because 
of the darkness that they seem to be chestnuts. 


Then you push my face under the water of the pond, Look 
up you say. And when I do, I see that the moon has 
turned it into a photographic negative. We walk out 
over the water's surface nonetheless. 


Passing out through the gate, we see the moon's white 
writing over the water all brightly scribbled. Who is 
it that lives here? you say, I can’t see the name. And 
even as you do, the carp in his cloak of shadows is 
listening. 


CARD GAME 


The pool of light on the table. The cards placed in it are 
faces at the bottom of the pool. 


Drowned images, yet existing from before the torrent of 
days. Where do they come from, the drowned? 


They are changed by the light which is over them, the egg 
of light in the height of the dark room. 


Then you place your hand into the circle to take up the dead 
and yet living. 


Your hand is a card in its own right, your body its own tarot 
deck. 


From it you have dealt out my life and my death, this time, 
and so many other times. Yet where did they come 
from, these cards of life and of fate? 


XI 


RAIN IN THE MORNING 


Morning and the rain came and drenched the curtains of the 
opened window. Out on the balcony the tall angel 
faded in the light the color of blue carbon paper. 


Storm clouds of cobalt blue or black ink. White mist 
though was rising near the earth. 


Something is edging closer to the dwellings of humans, 
yes, I must speak more simply now in order to 
record it. 


The impossible fills me like water through a pipe, like the 
notes in a guitar, the impossible. 


It moves beyond just past my grasp, as my hands try to 
seize hold of the rain, moves beyond just past my 
thought as my thought tries to seize hold of the 
poem. 


It must be I am already dead. The earth itself is now the 
impossible for me, although I continue to walk over 
it. 


XI 


THE LOVER 


You imagine all the faces at the bottom of the well. Where 
does the water come from? The moon pours it in at 
night, you say, but I don’t believe you. 


Where do you go when the sun slides down among the 
fishes and the stones at the bottom of the pond ? 


The river sings with the power of the wind, becoming 
streams in the ground, and of a sudden we know 


glory. 


Where do you go when the sun is devoured by black 
insects? The sky is an insect head, we are eaten 
point by point in the darkness, How we vanish, how 
we are charcoal, how we mark each other so black 


Parts of our bodies we have forgotten, whole other bodies 
that were once ours, yes, although you don’t know 
this, yet still you do. 


Rise from the well 
Rise from the well, rise from the well 


Where do you go when the insects team inside your skull? 
They crawl over each other and look out of your 
eyes. 


How frightening you are then, lost entirely, and yet still 
alive, devoured in the torture of subject-hood. And 
yet still your crave it. 


Xi 


Who lies at the bottom of the well? I hear their voices when 
the trees move a certain way, the ground itself 
makes me feel their movement, piles of shells P’ve 
seen heaped onto the beach by waves but there are 
no waves inside the ground, the voices are not the 
voices of shells 


They are not my past lovers they’re the drowned 


The sun burns tinily in the water like lamplight reflected in 
a cup of tea, glittering script of light never seen 
except there where we can’t set foot 


What I bring forth in my body is still only my body, yet the 
sun holds the earth in its grip, the wind flakes the 
surface of the pond and the darkness is agitated far 
beneath 


Where do we go when the night is filled with the scent of 
hay and grass, lilac bushes near the fence, the wet 
earth after the rain, the scent of the rain itself? How 
wonderfully the odors can fill the spaces of what is 
not seen with joyous peace. 


And now, odd companion, where does our fury come from? 


XIV 


STORM 


Windy night and the storm is coming. 


The moon is swallowed by branches that thrash themselves 
trying to cough it up. We can see it stuck in the 
tree’s throat. 


Pale undersides of leaves flash white and silver minnows 
stream out through the branches. 


Clouds in the sky are seeking the far edge of the earth to 
throw themselves off. The moon fingers its way 
through them. Something beyond the moon follows 
after it. 


There are black sunflowers gathered at the edge of the yard, 
they are as tall as a man and yet move very quietly. 
The sun burned out not long ago, and they have 
come back from it charred looking. 


They are made of oily rags, and their faces are battered and 
scorched copper plates. Dirty streams of adhesive 
tape trail down from them, empty eye sockets 
dribble out tarry blood, tiny mouths scream into the 
night. In the wind they all lean the same way, like 
weeds in a current. 


Yet inside the shadows formed by the limbs of the oak, we 
open the inner leaves of essential darkness, ply after 
ply. You invite me in and I follow, pushing ahead; I 
call out to you, and you grab me to hold me back. 


The storm opens up above us then, the moon flows down 
the limbs of the tree in streams of milk, lakes of 
rainwater open in the eyes of the lawn, barrels 
somewhere far away in the night are broken open, 
and the voices, strange voices, call out. 


XV 


The moon is tearing itself away from the earth but 
something keeps pulling it back. 


Fingers of moonlight feeling for the fabric of wind, water, 
earth-face, earth darkness. 


The flowers of the sun, the black charred faces, their 
streaming tatters -- each looking down crying to the 
others, Where is the rest? 


The wind pushes them on, but the earth holds them fast, 
they turn their faces downward to it as though in 
surprise, wonder, disappointment. 


Yet inside the shadows of the tree where we have hidden, 
we discover the openings of darkness, the essential 
powers, the oils that work the locks, the locks that 
must open and open and never again close. 


I push onward through doors and you follow. You pull 
back on me saying, I have passed here before. 


XVI 


THE BLUE STORM 


The window opens into the rain of the summer night. 


Sudden white syncope of the lightning, and the worlds shift 
themselves deep in the elsewhere. We hear it 
throughout the sky. 


Then time starts again. 


The tree tops float in the wash of the sky's river, currents 
snatch at the leaves -- the shout and hale of the 
wind, the chaff of the rain jumps down the window 
in streaks. 


The night is a great hall with voices rioting, calling from 
vanished assemblies. 


The suffusion of clouds rushes past in its own current, the 
river of the earth streams through itself. 


You are reminded of how blue the tree is at dawn, of how 
black it burns at sunset varnished in the red umber 
of twilight. 


You think of the earliest days of childhood, days of bright 
gold singing, of the humming hive of the air, of 
vanished light shouting so loud, of the endless 
clamor of green. 


XVI 


AUBADE 


The taken grace of our pleiades, an aegis though invisible 
now in the early sky, stands present in the calm of 
your whitest hours -- morning in the quiet house 
streaming with the sun. 


Yet you pull the corners of the room darkly into the 
twilight as you close your face of dusk, embracing 
only your pillow. 

But who is it there? 

Cocooned in your elsewhere, your yesterday, your 
tomorrow, what dream lays down its silken thread? 


A lace of smoke and of shadows? 


Whose fingers are at the buttons of your dress? 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 


the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 


if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 

Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 


Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern or 
classical? 


Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 


There are many other things to talk about,but what were 
you trying to do in these poems in particular? 


They are further attempts at surrealism. 
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